or three I IiiiiimihI years had certainly taken their 
toll, but I mi longer had any doubt that we had 
indeed cl I rirovatod a path built by ancient hands. 

TI»m 1*1 1 iiu I dene* was eerie. No matter how I 
might liy tu logically explain away my prophetic 
paint lug, the stairway remained, objectively 
i r n*t ill able evidence, crystallized on canvas. 

My this point, I am disheartened to admit, my 
t.iio, and the fate of my friends, was sealed. I wish 
with all my lies it t list I had decided not to climb 
ih.it iflaili patti, tmt how could I have chosen 
othniwlne/ If ynii had been In my situation, would 
yon not hav* don* the name/ 

Oni am *nt up III* mountain was slow, but 
donplt* th* wind'* d*t *• mined re« 1 nt slice, we arrived 
.it lli* nuitimll, wh*i* I w*« quick to discover a man- 
nl/*d rav* mil lam** loading down Into the dark heart 
ol th* mountain. I looked at Kira and Corbin, and 
they at me, then stepped as boldly as I could into 
the darkness. 

The cave was claustrophobically narrow. 
Judging from the light trickling in, I discerned a 
passage winding about thirty meters back into the 
blackness. All along this narrow path, slabs of rock 
jutted dangerously from the ceiling and the floor. 
With myself In the lead, we stepped cautiously 
tti t i High thin maze ol iilta r pmied stalactites. Twenty 
melera in, I stopped. Having stepped outside the 
range of the outside light. It became clear that the 
tunnel itself was illuminated by a variety of 

glowing fungus which coated the walls of the tunnel 

like fluorescent blue velvet. 

Now that I could see some distance ahead, it 
was clear we were approaching the end of the 

passage, where the tunnel opened into a larger 
cavern . 

As we approached the end of the tunnel, Kira 
called for me to stop. Not feeling entirely 
confident with my footing, I did as I was told. Kira 
reached up to grasp my shoulder, so I would know 

that she was there, and stepped past me, carefully, 
to the end of the tunnel. She reached up, tracing a 
line with her finger. There, etched in the granite, 
just below the entrance to the chamber, were a 
string of golden Greek words. 
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"House, no... Sanctuary-. Nine-, daughters- Zci m~. 
Sanctuary of the Nine daughters of Zeus,* she said, 
hsr tone tinged with awe. "The Muses.* 

1 was taken aback. "You're not serious?* 

"The mythological women who inspire the poets 
and the artists?* Corbin asked. 

"The very same.* 

"This must be a dream,* I whispered, as I 
. stepped to the edge of the precipice. 

The cavern was oval-shaped, about one hundred 
meters in circumference and thirty in height. A 
polished marble floor covered the majority of the 
cavern, running up to the edge of an underground 
river, which dropped off into the darkness under the 
impenetrable granite wall at the far side. The grim 
waterfall's melodic echo reverberated through the 
chamber, a disconcerting and tranquil hymn of forint 
to the forgotten past. The ancient iJiook term 
aiofhola, t i aim 1. 1 tod an a m if -for i#*f f f #ig, or truth, 

cam* In mind. W** our dl*»*nv*iy of I til* magnificent 
• *av*tn *nm*liow mlatnd to a t *awak*n I ih|, or 

t *m*mln am**, of t h* roiqol t *n I ml h* of • li* |*afil / 

An t mpt omi I vi» I y or rial o <|o) don doorway, covet od 
in tunes and sapphires, was set into the far granite 
wall. Eight tunnels circled the cavern very much 
like the eight points on a compass. 

I climbed carefully down into the chamber; 
Kira and Corbin followed soon after. We walked to 
the foot of the river, to a point just before it 
dropped off into the darkness. There stood a marble 
pedestal, on top of which rested an Ivory slab. Into 
which ten Greek words had l>o*n Inscribed. Eight 
words had been engraved on i ho eight points of a 
golden compass. Another word wan in the center of 
the compass, and a final word lay at the bottom of 
the slab, completely alono. Kira traced on the ivory 
with her finger, reading off the names on the 
compass, one by one. 

"Clio, Euterpe, Thaleia, Melpomene, 

Terpsichore, Erato, Polyhymnia, Urania... and there, 
in the center. Calliope. Queen of the Muses, These.- 
these are the names of her eight sisters.* 

"That must be her door there,* I motioned to 
the golden doorway across the river. 

"And here at the bottom... Tartarus.* 
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